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though each man was being paid on piece rates and was
determined to make the most of the occasion whatever the
others might do.
" Don't they ever stop ? " I shouted at Kutti during a
particularly impassioned outburst.
" Of course not," he replied, wagging his head tolerantly
at my ignorance. " They are playing so that the gods will
not hear the usual sneezings and belchings, which are
unpropitious and might attract evil spirits."
The young groom shifted his Gandhi cap and scratched
at the crutch of his over-tight white trousers which fitted
his legs like jodhpurs.
A squat, little, elderly man hunkered down beside the
groom.
" That is the bride's father/' Kutti explained. " He and
the bridegroom will use the time from now until the bride
appears to get to know each other. They may never have
met before to-day. They will no doubt discuss money
matters."
From the rate of their conversation, I should guess that
the Indian husband has precious little reason to be scared
of father-in-law trouble. The silk merchant who was
parting with his fifteen-year-old daughter, and the young
man who was acquiring her, exchanged about three sentences.
And so they sat, side by side, until two women led in the
heavily-veiled bride and guided her to a cushion facing the
groom.
The priest was a gorgeous figure in his spectacles and
dhoti. Now, I thought, the ceaseless ebb and flow of people,
the chattering like feeding-time at the zoo, the brazen
burgeoning of the band, all would be stilled for the religious
part of the ceremony.
How little I knew ! Although we sat within a few feet
of the principal figures, it was impossible to hear a sound
from the priest's rapidly-moving lips.
" What's he saying ? " I asked out of sheer curiosity.